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THE  GIRLS  IN  THE  PACKING  ROOM 


Come  visit  our  packing  room, 
And  there  you  will  find 

A  choice  variety  of  cakes 
Of  every  make  and  kind. 

They  are  nicely  packed  in  boxes, 

So  tidy  and  so  neat, 
By  two  lovely  little  girls 

That's  pretty  hard  to  beat. 

The  boxes  then  are  put  away, 
All  ready  for  the  route, 

Then  the  drivers  come  along 
And  take  the  boxes  out. 


When  the  packing  all  is  done 
They  clean  up  around  about, 

Put  things  in  their  proper  place 
And  sweep  the  dirt  all  out. 

This  is  not  all  the  work  they  do, 
They  do  a  great  deal  more ; 

They  are  running  out  and  in 
And  tending  to  the  store. 

Attending  to  the  customers, 

You  will  never  find  them  slack, 

And  all  the  money  they  take  in 
They  give  the  right  change  back. 


They  tend  the  soda  fountain,  too, 

It's  a  lot  of  work,  I  think, 
A-dishing  up  ice  cream, 

And  every  kind  of  drink. 

And  papering  up  their  parcels, 

They  are  always  up  to  date, 
The  customers  all  like  them, 

For  they  never  have  to  wait. 

You  will  always  find  them  ready 

And  always  willing  to 
Perform  their  daily  work, 

For  they  know  just  what  to  do. 

You  will  always  find  them  pleasant, 

And  both  smart  and  witty ; 
You  can't  find  two  nicer  girls 

In  any  town  or  city. 

If  you  don't  believe  just  what  I  say, 

Just  come  along  and  see; 
You  will  find  them  at  this  number — 

Connecticut  Street,  Four  Hundred  Sixty-three. 


SHIPWRECKED 


Come,  all  ye  good  people, 

Come  listen  unto  me, 
I'll  tell  you  of  an  awful  storm 

That  happened  on  the  sea. 

There  was  a  gay  and  jolly  crowd 
Out  for  a  moon-light  sail, 

The  sea  was  calm  and  still, 
None  would  suspect  a  gale. 

The  merry  dance  was  going  on, 

The  music  in  full  blast; 
The  sparkling  wine-cup  passes  around, 

But  long  it  did  not  last. 

A  fearful  wind  began  to  blow, 

The  sea  began  to  foam, 
Most  of  that  jolly  crowd 

Did  wish  they  were  at  home. 

The  merry  dance  did  quickly  stop, 

No  music  as  before, 
The  only  thought  of  every  one 

Was  how  to  get  ashore. 

The  old  ship  rocked  to  and  fro, 

The  water  swept  her  deck, 
Now  every  one  on  board 

Was  sure  she  would  be  a  wreck. 

Oh,  it  was  a  fearful  night, 

The  sea  was  rolling  high, 
And  the  thunder's  awful  peal, 

It  fairly  shook  the  sky. 


And  the  lightning's  vivid  glare 
Lit  up  the  place  around, 
Then  there  came  an  awful  crash, 
For  she  had  run  aground. 

Let  down  the  boats !    Let  down  the  boats ! 

I  hear  the  captain  cry, 
Let  every  one  now  get  to  work, 

For  it's  either  live  or  die. 

Then  all  the  boats  were  quickly  filled, 

Till  they  could  hold  no  more ; 
They  struggled  hard,  but  all  in  vain, 

They  never  reached  the  shore. 


THE  BIBLE 

The  Bible  is  a  book  divine, 
Truth  through  all  its  pages  shine ; 
It  is  a  lamp  of  heavenly  light, 
To  guide  poor  erring  souls  aright. 

The  Bible  is  the  book  to  give 
Heavenly  council  how  to  live, 
It  tells  us  of  a  father's  love, 
And  leads  us  to  that  rest  above. 

The  Bible  points  the  way  to  bliss, 
And  all  who  will  the  way  can't  miss ; 
Its  precepts  practiced  day  by  day  ; 
Will  guide  our  feet  in  the  narrow  way. 


The  Bible  is  the  book  that  brings 
Us  closer  to  eternal  things, 
Whate'er  the  world  or  sinners  say, 
It  leads  to  heaven,  points  out  the  way. 

Infidels  may  laugh  and  scorn 
The  story  of  Christ  in  Bethlehem  born, 
And  atheist,  too,  with  smiling  nod, 
Join  with  the  fool,  denying  God. 

The  Bible  still  will  onward  go, 
Trampling  down  its  every  foe; 
Its  going  forth  at  Christ's  command 
Encircles  now  most  every  land. 

Most  all  the  nations  feel  its  sway, 
Turning  darkness  into  day, 
Leading  up  to  mansions  bright, 
To  a  city  fair  that  knows  no  night. 

It  will  go  on  till  all  shall  hear 
The  joyful  news,  both  far  and  near, 
Then  this  earth  will  paradise  regain 
And  universal  peace  will  reign. 


SADIE 

O,  my  dearest,  sweetest  Sadie, 

Thou  art  all  the  world  to  me; 

My  love  for  thee  can  never  die, 

But  stronger  grows  as  the  moments  fly. 


Say  at  once  will  you  be  mine, 
Won't  we  have  a  glorious  time? 
We'll  be  happy  and  we'll  sing, 
You'll  be  queen  and  I'll  be  king. 

O  say,  won't  that  be  splendid, 
When  our  courting  days  are  ended? 
O  say,  won't  that  be  fine, 
When  I  am  yours  and  you  are  mine? 

We'll  have  our  cozy  little  home, 
And  all  we  have  will  be  our  own ; 
No  happier  home  can  be  than  this, 
With  a  little  boy  and  girl  to  kiss. 

When  they  grow  up  and  we  grow  old 
The  cozy  home  can  ne'er  be  sold ; 
It  is  the  dearest  spot  on  earth, 
Where  our  loved  ones  had  their  birth. 

When  the  old  folks  are  ready  to  go, 
And  leave  their  loved  ones  here  below, 
They'll  have  the  old  home  with  all  that's  best, 
When  father  and  mother  have  gone  to  rest. 


CHARMING  NANCY,  OR  MARRYING 
FOR  RICHES 


Nancy  was  a  charming  girl, 
Her  eyes  the  sweetest  blue, 

But  she  loved  to  cut  a  swell, 
As  most  young  women  do. 

She  was  beautiful  and  fair, 

So  tidy  and  so  neat, 
So  jolly  and  so  gay, 

So  pleasant  and  so  sweet. 

Yes,  she  was  a  lovely  lass ; 

For  dress  she  had  a  passion, 
Everything  got  up  in  style, 

And  in  the  latest  fashion. 

And  she  had  a  noble  form, 

So  all  the  people  said, 
She  vowed  she'd  marry  a  rich  man, 

No  other  would  she  wed. 

It  was  not  long  until  she  wed 
A  man  that  laid  a  snare, 

For  he  had  spread  the  news  around 
He  was  a  multi-millionaire. 

They  lived  so  happy  for  awhile, 

And  then  came  a  rent, 
For  it  very  soon  turned  out 

He  wasn't  worth  a  cent. 


Take  warning  now,  dear  girls, 
But  do  the  best  you  can, 

But  never  be  too  fast 
A-wedding  a  rich  man. 

If  you  could  see  poor  Nancy  now, 
Turned  out  of  home  and  bed, 

A- weeping  tears  of  sorrow 
And  wishing  she  was  dead. 

There  are  many  girls  like  Nancy 

Who  marry  to  be  rich, 
And  many  will  get  left, 

Like  Nancy,  in  the  ditch. 


MAZIE 

Mazie,  you  are  a  good  little  girl, 

As  good  as  good  can  be, 
And  you  have  a  loving  heart, 

And  full  of  sympathy. 

Yes,  you  have  a  loving  heart, 

And  full  of  tenderness, 
And  always  have  a  word  of  cheer 

For  those  that  are  in  distress. 

Now  while  your  heart  is  young  and  tender, 

O  choose  that  better  part, 
By  trusting  in  the  Lord 

And  giving  him  your  heart. 


When  you  grow  up  to  womanhood 

And  face  a  world  of  strife, 
May  you  have  a  pleasant  home 

And  have  a  happy  life. 

When  the  old  folks  are  called  away 

And  lie  beneath  the  sod, 
May  you  fill  some  exalted  place 

Within  the  Church  of  God. 

Then  when  you  are  called  to  go, 

May  it  be  your  happy  lot 
To  leave  a  good  name  behind 

That  will  never  be  forgot. 

When  you  reach  that  heavenly  home, 

Where  all  the  good  will  be, 
May  you  be  forever  blest 

To  all  Eternity. 

This  is  all  I  have  got  to  say, 

What  more  could  I  do? 
If  you  take  Grandpa's  advice 

It  will  bring  you  safely  through. 

— Composed  by  Grandpa. 


CROSSING  JORDAN 


Why  should  earthly  mortals  shrink 
To  cross  this  swelling  stream. 
When  upon  the  other  side 
Immortal  glories  beam? 

Why  should  earthly  mortals  be  afraid 
To  cross  this  rushing  water? 
Your  guardian  angel  will  be  there 
To  guide  you  safely  over. 

When  you  come  down  to  Jordan's  brink 
Of  this  mighty  surging  water 
God  will  open  up  the  way 
For  every  Christian  martyr. 

When  from  Egypt  Israel  came 
To  Jordan's  frowning  shore, 
Discouraged  they  thought  of  turning  back, 
But  God  went  on  before. 

Then  Israel  stood  amazed  and  wondered. 
And  terror  seized  that  fearful  band, 
God  moved  the  mighty  waters  back 
And  they  went  through  on  dry  land. 

When  Christians  come  to  Jordan's  brink, 

Don't  fear  its  rushing  water; 

God  will  open  up  the  way 

To  a  glorious  home  hereafter. 


AUTOMOBILE 


I  took  a  ride  in  an  automobile, 
Oh,  how  queer  it  made  me  feel ! 
Around  the  corners  we  did  fly, 
I  felt  afraid,  I  can't  tell  why. 

But  turning  a  corner  around  about 
She  struck  the  curb  and  we  all  spilled  out, 
Bruised  and  scratched  and  out  of  breath, 
I  almost  felt  a  grip  of  death. 

If  I  ever  take  a  ride  again 
It  will  be  behind  a  horse  or  on  a  train, 
For  I  got  awfully  scared,  you  see, 
No  more  automobile  for  me. 

Let  those  who  wish  to  ride  that  way 
Just  get  aboard  and  spin  away, 
But  if  you  strike  a  post  or  stone 
You'll  wish  that  you  had  stayed  at  home. 

Some  go  out  just  for  a  spree, 
Some  for  an  airing,  as  the  case  may  be, 
But  in  the  papers  you  have  read 
Some  get  numbered  with  the  dead. 

Life,  you  know,  is  uncertain  here, 
Whether  to  the  right  or  left  we  steer, 
Whether  we  walk  or  whether  we  ride. 
Death  seems  to  lurk  on  every  side. 

It  makes  no  difference  where  we  go, 
We  always  meet  this  deadly  foe; 
But,  after  all,  it's  truly  said 
Most  of  people  die  in  bed. 


TWELVE  MONTHS  OF  THE  YEAR 


First  comes  January,  number  one. 

With  stormy  days  and  little  sun. 

The  first  month  of  every  year, 

Throughout  the  months  keep  conscience  clear. 

Then  comes  February,  number  two. 
The  shortest  month  the  year  through ; 
The  bears  come  out,  but  back  they  go, 
For  they  see  their  shadow  on  the  snow. 

Then  comes  March,  number  three, 
Winter  still  hangs  on,  you  see; 
Some  stormy  days  and  nights  that  chill, 
We  feel  a  touch  of  winter  still. 

Then  comes  April,  number  four, 
W armer  wreather  now  in  store : 
Now  we  feel  a  breath  of  spring, 
Why,  don't  you  hear  the  robin  sing? 

Then  comes  May,  number  five, 
Nature  now  seems  all  alive; 
The  farmer  out  his  seed  to  sow, 
The  flowers  bloom,  the  grasses  grow. 

Then  comes  June,  number  six, 
Rolling  thunder  and  lightning  mix ; 
The  nights  are  warm,  the  days  are  hot, 
Now  we  seek  some  shady  spot. 

Then  comes  July,  number  seven, 


W  ith  fearful  heat  and  tempest  driven; 
Fruits  are  ripening  every  day, 
The  farmers  gathering  in  the  hay. 

Then  comes  August,  number  eight, 
Harvesting  throughout  the  state; 
The  month  is  warm,  with  little  rain, 
The  farmers  gathering  in  the  grain. 

Then  comes  September,  number  nine, 
With  pleasant  days  and  weather  fine ; 
This  is  the  month  the  people  call 
The  first  and  model  month  of  fall. 

Then  comes  October,  number  ten, 
Cooler  days  for  working  men; 
The  farmers  now  are  turning  out, 
Gathering  the  cabbage  for  sauer-kraut. 

Then  comes  November,  number  eleven, 
What  a  change  from  number  seven ! 
Oh,  how  swift  the  seasons  fly ! 
How  fast  the  months  are  passing  by ! 

Then  comes  number  twelve,  old  December, 
The  month  we  most  all  remember, 
The  dying  month  of  every  year, 
But  full  of  life  and  Christmas  cheer. 


AN  APPEAL  TO  SINNERS 


Stop,  poor  sinner,  stop  and  think, 
Can  you  of  the  fearful  wine  press  drink  r 
Stop,  poor  sinner,  stop ;  no  more  delay. 
How  can  you  face  the  judgment  day? 

Stop,  poor  sinner,  stop  and  think 
Before  you  in  perdition  sink. 
Stop,  sinner,  stop,  no  further  go. 
How  can  you  face  eternal  woe? 

Stop,  sinner,  stop ;  no  time  to  lose, 
Decide  at  once  which  will  you  choose — 
A  home  in  heaven,  eternal  gain, 
A  home  in  hell,  eternal  pain? 

Stop,  sinner,  stop,  your  Bible  read, 
There  are  two  ways  which  different  lead — 
One  to  heaven  with  angels  bright, 
One  to  hell,  eternal  night. 

Stop,  sinner,  stop,  the  way  is  clear, 
There  is  nothing  now  to  interfere; 
Just  look  to  Christ  and  cease  to  sin, 
Trust  in  him  and  enter  in. 

Stop,  sinner,  stop;  if  you  refuse, 
Your  precious  soul  you're  sure  to  lose, 
Thy  awful  doom  no  tongue  can  tell, 
Forever  with  the  lost  they  dwell. 

Stop,  sinner,  stop;  what  awful  dread 
Hangs  around  thy  guilty  head ! 


No  finite  mind  can  e'er  portray 
The  terrors  of  the  judgment  day. 

Stop,  sinner,  stop ;  why  be  so  blind  ? 
A  loving  Saviour  you  may  find, 
A  Saviour  ready  and  willing,  too; 
He's  saved  thousands,  O  why  not  you? 


C.  H.  LEAVENS'  BAKERY 

Come,  all  ye  good  grocery  men 
That  would  increase  your  trade, 

Buy  your  bread  of  C.  H.  Leavens, 
It's  the  best  that  can  be  made. 

He  buys  the  best  stock, 

His  bakers  are  the  best ; 
Give  him  a  trial  order,  then, 

And  put  it  to  the  test. 

There  is  no  inferior  stock 

Of  any  kind  or  grade 
Is  ever  used  by  him 

And  ofifered  to  the  trade. 

His  bread  is  by  machinery  made, 
And  never  made  in  haste ; 

One  of  the  different  kinds  of  bread 
Will  surely  suit  your  taste. 

The  many  different  kinds  of  bread 

Is  the  smallest  part  he  makes, 
There  is  an  endless  variety 


Of  different  kinds  of  cakes. 

Kindly  send  your  order  in 
And  you  will  surely  find 

His  goods  are  the  goods  that  sell, 
And  of  the  choicest  kind. 

Should  you  decide  to  deal  with  him, 
You'll  find  his  dealings  fair, 

And  all  the  business  done  by  him 
Is  done  upon  the  square. 

If  you  can't  spare  the  time  to  call, 
Please  drop  a  card  to  me — 

C.  H.  Leavens,  Connecticut  Street, 
Four  Hundred  Sixty-three. 

You  will  always  find  him  ready 
And  willing,  too,  you'll  find, 

To  serve  his  many  customers 
With  goods  of  any  kind. 

Should  anything  go  wrong, 

As  in  any  trade  it  might, 
Please  let  him  know  at  once 

And  he  will  make  it  right. 


